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glad loud thianks to Vietor Herbert
and Harry B. Smith for *“The Serenade.”
They should do this with meek homiliation,
end afterward, {n sober reflection, they can
ponder upon the full slgmificance of thelr
suocess, The troth will dawn upon them,
and the folly of the phrmse, “‘famous, orlg-
inel Bostoninns,"” will be gradually sppuar-
ent. We are 50 heavily indebted to the
Bostonlans for delightfnl entertalnments
and for the very essence of comle opern
that New York !s not anxltons to lose =o
reputable an orgenization. Therefore ot
this particular stage of March, 1807, It will
not be amlss to discuss the Dostoninns seri-
ously. The glamour of that *‘frst nlght”
is over. All the bongquets have been thrown
{although Mrs. Bartlett Davls doubtless has
& faw more In reserve), and the Bostonlnns
gre i{n the glad ozone of our refreshing

“I'M AN AWFUL FL'RT”---JESSIE BARTLETT DAVIS.

IS AR ORISR,

mldst onece agoain,. In comfort and In dlg-
nlty, #nd In “The Sevennde.”

The Bostonlans, howaver, In old-fashjoned
arrognneg, peralst In adjectiving themselves
as '"'famous and origlnal." In the persist-
ent antiquity of thelir notions It has not oc-
curred {o them that In this'age of pro:f-eas
to be the "famous, orlglnal” anything Is a
stigma rather than a fact to be adyvertlsed.
Our up-to-date stirg wounld piunge into hys-
terles if you dared to allnde to them as
famous and origingl. Imagine talking of
the famous. originnl Lilllan Russell, the
famous, original Francls Wilson, or the
famous, origingl De Wolf Hopper! What
wa want nowadnys s kaleldoscople change
from our stage fuvorites, and most of fhem
are wise enough to Know that. They ac-
commodate themselves to the tlmes, They
vary thelr tactles.

Miss Russell haslongago abandoned ber ap-
pe! to the jeuneses doree for one to the in-
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_How young she looked!
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telllgence of the theatre-going publie. She
sings apnd ghe ncts. She Is stlll Lilllan Rus-
sell, ‘but not the “famous, origindl” Lilllan
Russgell, That lady was a plump siren, with
a penchant for alring her husbands In the
newspapers. That lady exlsts no more. The
“famous, original’ Lllllan Russell 1s ex-
tinet. Francly Wlison has also revolution-
lzed his: enrly methods by relegating wul-
garity tothebuackground. Notsoverylongago
he was the “famouns, original" Francls Wil-
son, In a comle apérs, the most humorous
indleatlon of whlch was the splttlng out of
food In the face of the andlence,

Ag for De Wolf Hopper—ihe gentleman
wa now see under that title Is an artist
Years ago, when he was the “famous, orig-
Inal," Mr. Hopper was a clown, and a very
obstreperous one. Everything was made
gubservient to his undigolfied antles. He
rioted, and sorobated and rampaged. We
surfeited of It all. Mr. Hopper knew It,
and he crept np to the times so Insinuat-
Ingly that he is with us silll, more potent
than ever, and far more delectable,

The Bostonlans were lulled Into n pless-
ant gense of securlty by the phenomenal

librettist of that opera counted for very
little with them. *“Hobin Hood" was re-
eelvad with loudest praise, and for months
the papers were flled with glowing
eulogies of Cowles and Barnabee and Mag-
donald and Jessie Bartlett Davls. They
swallowed all the plaudiis without digest-
Ing them. They revelled In success
“Robln Hood"! was sung untll Its threads
stood out, untll Its vitullty was sapped,
untll  the barrel organs took It up, and-*

ground out Ok, Promise Me" und “Browd sgiways causing her to utter the most

October Ale,”” ad naunsenm. The Bostounl
ans were not disturbed.

Impressed with o perilous sense of thelr |
fame and originality, they mnde mild bids|
for new operas, uot beeaunse—forsoothi—
they believed thut the public hungered for
new opern, biut becanse the publie desired’
the Bostonlans In something—anything—
that wasn't “Robln Hood.” The new operns |
were produced with the most dismal re-
sults. There was nothing but weariness In
these new operas—nothing but weariness
and famous, original Bostonians. It was in-
stantly apparent to everybody, but the Bos-
tonians, that good slngers eannot save bad
operas. Ench opera in the serles that fol-
lowed “Robin Hood” was reteived ‘with
frigld politeness. Yet In each opera were
Cowles, and Barnabee, and Macdonald, and
Jessle Bartlett Davis.

And 8o things dragged, and we lost hope.
Weo geanned the horizon for gomething new.
We put away the Bostonlans In our albums
of reminiscence. Oecaglonally we wrote
pungent regrets anent thelr Inck of energy.
We couldn't guite give them vp. Whenever
a new good comic opern was pregented, we
eried: *“Why didn’t the Bostonlansg get it?"
1 eall It all very pralseworthy on our part.
We were much more anxlous to keep the
Bostoniang than they were to keep us. Thely |
lack of anxlety, however, was wholly due
to the malarial influence of the egotistic
swamp.

In their almless angling they managed to
net “The Serennde.” In it they saw op-
portunities for Cowles, and Barnabes, and
Macdonald, and Jessic Bartlett Davis, That
was quite enough, They !landed it, ten-
derly cooked it mnd served It up. And |
they brought It to New York City and of-
fered It to us as a new opera for the “fa-
famous, original Bostonlans.'

By some delightfully cornscant mistake,
the Bostonlans forgot to fasten thelr
doors, and—something ‘new dropped in. By
2 weird fluke, the famous orlginal brand
was adulterated with espious doses of Miss
Allce Nlelsen, and the Bostonlans, evl-
dently unaware of thelr diluted condition,
made no alluslon to It. The new-comer
jumped into fayor with a joyous bonnd.
How fresh was'
her volee, how vivaclous her methods, how
mm-original and un-famous her poses! We
could searcely belfeve our eves and our
eara, A novelty lotroduced by the Bos-
tonlana! T¥magine it, if you enn! The re-
luetant audlence allowed its reluctance to
do the vanishing act, and after Miss Nlel-
sen had sung “In Falr Andalisia," the
theatre felt warm and all aglow, and the
Herbert-Smith “Serenade” radlated sne-
cess,

I stuppose that If such a denovement had
heen even suggested, Mrs. Jessleé Bartlete
Davis would have doubled the rblés of
Dolores and Yvonne. Fortunately m:ch|

successes are generally made unexpect- |
edly, and Miss Nielsen's hit came upon ns |
perfectly unawares. This young woman 2
precisely the sort of “new blood" that the
Bostonian organization ueeds. She has |

volce, temperament and youth, added to
wihleh, jost at present, Mliss Nlelsen {¢
superbly unconsclous of her own merits.

That Is why I sincerely hope that the Bos-
tonians wil keep all the critlclsms away
from her, and allow her to believe that
she |s really nothing motre than pallld sup-
port to the fnmous original troupe. 1 also
hope that she has a long contract with the
Bostonlans, so that no mansgeria] specu-
lator can lure her away and drown her in
the stellur torrent. -Miss Nielsen |s cer-
talnly the meost promising ptima donnn
New York has had for a long time. There
{s no doubt at all but that she can do even
more then she hns already done; aod that
is why i1t i5 best for ber to remain with
the Bostoninns and work out s worthy
apprentléeshlp in the chastenlng rols of a
“secondary conslderation,’

As the years roll by we shall bave to In-
sist upon Jessle Bartlett Davis and W. H.
Macdonald reserving themselves from the
roles of dashing young lovers—in thelr in-
terests quite as much as In ours. There I8
nothing at all crusl In this suggestlon.
Women fiy Into & rage, I am aware, when
it 1z merely hinted that they are not as
young a8 they nsed to be, and men—oh,
yes, men, too—ire equally sensitive. But
this hypersensitivencss Is vwery slily.
There Is no reason why It should exist

Jessle Bartlett Davis s incomparsble” in
her way. Bhe has a voles ks fine, red
velvet—a volee that Is not golug to “give
out” for many a day. As long as Jessls
Bartlett Davls can sing, she will be wel-
comn . in thia' elty. Her singing of '“The
Angelus" In “The Serenade” is alone worth
the price of admlssion'to the Knlckerbocker
Theatre. But Mrs, Davls, shrewd woman
as she Ils—with a "press agent’” who Is

breexlly sagaclions remarks—cannot sec Very
much further than her nose. She still bhas
n hankering for “Lirtle Lord Fauntleroy'
puris: If that tedlous Ilitle prig were set
to musle, Jessle Barilett Davis would, 1
nim qulie cofivineed, see nothing Incongru-
ons in bidding for the role lerself. She 15
the Mra. Kendnl'of comie operin. When we
nexty see the Beostonlans—and may they
coms often and stay long!—Mrs. Davis will,
If she be wlse, appear In some role that is
mot sopposed tn twine itself about the
rerdant folinge of love. Such Toles are
Hiways possible. Tt ls not necessary for her
0 be a duenna; or 8 comle mother-lnslaw
ar anvthing io the least nndlgnified,  Bhe
must just unfesten that. “famous, orlginal®™
tleket from Her Identity and bow to the re-
quirements.  Does that sound harsh? 1
don't think &0, Mrs. Davls has no more
fervent admirer than myself.
nilles to bear<her glng, There 8 nobody
quite lke her. Yet she herself must have
felf slightly froissec when that first night
andience
changing clothes with ltitle Allea Nlelsen.
Tt was a mallelous laugh, and ope that
sliould not ba allawed to ocour agaln.
Maedonald should also shelve himself as
prinelpal lover. There Are plenty of other

| things he could do more pleturesquely thun

love. It s quite necessary to tell him that.
It 18 kindness. 'T'o nalntain silence would
simply mean that Macdonald wonld go on
loving until the end of the chapter, and
possibly making his lovers younger and
mors Bopelessly amorous. T have always
foind  that love eplsodes In plays and
comlie operas must not be trifled with. They
are the staff of stage life, but they must be
very eautionsly handled. Ap aundience once

laughed while L¥llan Russell was making

love, and it ruined ber sesson. Audlences
watch love scenes broathlessly. They count
for more than anything else on the stage.
There Is no resplta from them, but they
never logse thelr power. Men and swolsen
are more Interested In love than they are
In jokes or Intrigues. This is the ruole, It
never varles, and It never wil vary., Art-
Ists, realizing the importance of this, should
be sensible, and look it squareiy in the face.
Nobody conld, wlth any econsistency, feel
witally impressed, with the love scones pgn-
acted by Mrs, Davis' and AMr. Macdonald,
Alfee Nielgin and Willlam R, Phlip wre the
gort of lovers that present the tender pas-
sion with due spectacular alort.,

Henry Clay Barnabee 15 still the woesl
bumorist of the Bostoninns, He ls a hard-
working entertainer, but 1 fall to see why
he should hanker for so arduous a posi-
tion, Mr, Barnabea's ‘'‘famons original®
methods bave not varied for years. He Is
not able to sing as easily as of yore, but
thiat makes ng diffevence. He still dips
Itito comie songs, and =lnea (hem as rolllek
Ingly df le ean, Mr. Barfiabee Is one of
the proprietors of the organlzation, and
hik ward’ {s Ww.  Lihrettidds dnit eonr-
posers are not allowed, to 0t lLile present
shape.. They are obliged to model hls new
clotiies upoft those that were formerly
supptied, Mven Patth has her sopgs trans-
posed o lower keys, and tries to accomimo-
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date herself to that whiech the keenest
gclentist has never been able to remeily.
But Barnabee goes blithaly along on the
old Unes, and Is quite satisfled. Old thea-
tee-goers gdore him; he is o ““favorite.”
and that means a great deal. But It
seems to me that an artlst should ocea-
slopally conslder new theatre-goers. The
old generation Is not as lucrative an Invest-
ment as the new one. 1 wonder If artists
ever ask themselves as to the verdict of
thelr youthful patrons? Does it never hother
actors, aetresses and singers to think that
perhaps several scores of young folks are
vlewing them for the Arst time?

‘“The Berenade' at the Knlckerbooker

Theatre ls a glowing success (I should not
have given wvent to these llnes If It had
been s fallure), and It |5 n success, not be-
cause the Bostonlgng have come to us brand-
ed “‘famous and original,” but becanse “'The
Serenade” la a charming opera, with tlthl-

‘. 44 ‘ll'

“—— THAT SERENADE’---HENR

lant musie and a happy book; and also
Decause It Introduces a newcomer, who—
as they say In lWomely parlance—managed
to "“toueh the right apot.' Thls newcormer,
Miss Nielsen, distracts the attention from
miscast roles and sprays the entertalnment
with 1fe snd  spirits and good humor.
Can the Bostonlans fall to reallze this?

Perhaps the most unchanging Bostoulan
{s Hugene Cowles, who for years wlill not
be asked to do anything mew. Cowles 1s n
wonder, fit for grand opera, and yet spared
to usl' His volea Is a8 amazingly resonant
and seductive as ever, and some Intelligent
perception ~ has Induced Him to avold
chenpening Himself by atlempting anything

thiat 1s out of hls depth, Cowles 1s the

mitinee gltls’ comle opera Idol, and he de-

sorves that and even higher honors, He 1s

the “old blood" that has not loxt & cor-

usele, There never wis 0 more convine-

ng comlc opera singer thin Hugene Cowles.
» ALAN-DALRE,
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